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Disclaimer and introduction


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


Even though some of the names are real, in no way is there any connection between reality and the following story. I would never have wished to hurt anybody with some of the statements, which I have had to adapt to fit with my scenarios. I am not disclosing any information I may have heard or received from persons appearing in these books.


Warning for children: there are some scenes out of a pure sexual fantasy world, sometimes debauchery, which could hurt some sensibilities. It is certainly not a book for children, maybe not even teenagers, what I would recommend.


Furthermore, the mother tongue of the writer being French, I do apologise for some mistakes or unusual phrasings which may come up, despite reading through again and again. Human proof-reading is expensive…


Last but not least, enjoy yourself reading this story, I let you choose which adjective you would like to link to the word story. Have fun!




Life - In three words I can sum up everything I've learned about life: it goes on.


Robert Frost


Liberty - Better to die fighting for freedom than be a prisoner all the days of your life.


Bob Marley


Luxury - The signs of a sage are simplicity and acceptance, not luxury and argumentation.


Abhijit Naskar


Love - It is better to be hated for what you are than to be loved for what you are not.


Andre Gide




Special thanks to my lovely wife who has been very patient and gave me the motivation to publish my writings.


Many thanks to my brother-in-law who suggested to use Book On Demand.


Also many thanks to those of my friends and colleagues who have encouraged me to pursue with my project, but also given me the courage to publish this book.


It has been a tough road, and I thank you all for your moral support and ideas of how to publish this book.


Olivier A. Guigues,


Janvier 2020





167. Deals with Kathrin


Jean had spent a terrible night, sleeping alone, without Alena. He held a cushion in his arms, trying to imagine it was her, waking up several times during the night. He gave up waiting for any signs of Alena and decided to take the day as it would come. Before walking over to the central pier where M/Y 11/11 was mooring, Jean did a good hour of fitness training and ate a healthy breakfast with fresh fruit and avoiding bread. He wore navy blue Loro Piana slip-on shoes with an assorted sweatshirt and sand coloured trousers.


When he got near M/Y 11/11, it felt weird for him to see his yacht which was to be handed over back to Kathrin who had, after all, purchased it.


Kathrin had woken up not long ago, but she already wore makeup, yet she hadn't dressed, on purpose, and wore a grey satin lingerie robe with long sleeves. She had made sure the sash knob was tight above her hips and that the slot between the two sides was wide enough to let her amazing 34DD breasts exposed almost to the nipples. Jean nearly melted when he saw her, and that was precisely her purpose. She had deliberately chosen the grey colour to have the light and reflection effects of the satin tissue make her breasts more apparent. She had, of course, left out the chemise that would typically be worn with such a dress.


- Hello, my darling!


- Good morning, Kathrin...


- Come on, don't be so formal...


He kissed her on the cheeks and nearly felt intoxicated and drunk by the strong smell of her Black Opium Yves Saint Laurent perfume.


If she had worn stiletto shoes, she would have looked like a top-escort girl high-class hooker. He had a sweet thought for Lauren Testoni. Maybe she could save his weekend?


Kathrin opened a bottle of Dom Pérignon and ordered Jean to take a seat next to her to discuss a few things.


- Now, it is finally over!


- What is over then?


- UBS, I have given it up.


- You must be joking?


- I am very serious.


- We’ll see this time if you really maintain what you're saying.


- I will, but first, we need to clarify a few things between us.


- And they would be?


- First of all, Xenia...


- What about her?


- She’s wrapped you around her finger, so easily...


- She’s gorgeous and desirable, but I am not in love with her. She's almost too young.


- Too young? And you've been meeting regularly for over one year?


- Come on, Kathrin, what the hell is going on? I don't need to justify anything to you!


- And Milana?


- Who?


- Come on, don't be silly, you know who I mean!


- Ok, then what about Marquisdesade dot com?


- What? What is this?


- You are acting as stupidly as I am... Milana is a good friend from my short time at the private college on the Zugerberg.


- Do you still see her?


- No, not since our wonderful time over Christmas.


- Yes, I agree, and we belong together!


- Oh really? And why exactly? So much betrayal and so many lies...


- Marquisdesade dot com is a fact. Milana belongs to it as well!


- No shit?


- No shit!


Kathrin poured more Champagne into the two glasses. She changed subject rapidly, probably trying to avoid further questioning about Marquisdesade dot com.


- Darling, I wish us to get married in a few weeks...


- Kathrin, please, can we stop this discussion? It is leading nowhere. You can't omit the fact that I am married now.


- But she's left you already...


- Don’t be so mean.


- Sorry. So I was not good enough for you?


- Of course, you were!


- Were? I am smart, beautiful, sexy, tall, slim, eyes grey-green, dark brown hair, big boobs, all you really like.


- Absolutely, you are terrific, and the woman of my life.


- For me, the best proof is that you haven't been able to replace me so far.


- Yes, I admit I have been flitting from one woman to another, striving to find again the ideal you embody. You are becoming more and more sexy and beautiful. Your age suits you very well.


- Then why did you cheat on me?


- Let me ask you the very same question!


- Answer me!


- Sex urges, we were not always together, and I love women. Many bitches are seeking after a great one-night-stand fuck...


- What if I promised to be with you all the time and fulfil all your sexual desires and phantasies?


- Kathrin, we both know this isn't going to happen. You need UBS, it is a drug for you.


- So if you really don't want to be with me anymore, at least not for Xenia!


- And why if it was for her?


- Pretentious little blogging-slut with her site chicoverdose...


- Not so pretentious, she's intelligent, smart, sexy.


- And a top-model body on top of all.


- Yes, she's really awesome and sexy.


Kathrin slapped his face.


- If you don't marry me, I denounce you!


- For what?


- Paedophilia with Joséphine! I have inviolable proof.


- Fucking disgusting! Both of you asked me to do it, and both of you have signed a discharge.


- With a good lawyer, this paper isn't worth anything.


- Fine, let's assume we get married, but something is still not the way it should be. What is it, I know you very well. Tell me!


- Xenia. She wants you even more badly than me, and she will use every dirty little trick to make herself irresistible to you. You are only a weak man with a dick driving his brain...


- Then I am going to prove to you that you are the only one!


- Oh yes, come on baby!


Kathrin stood up and took position behind Jean, then she gently massaged his neck and shoulders and made sure her boobs would lightly touch his head once in a while. She did that as long as it took until he let go and got a firm erection. He couldn't take it anymore, so he dragged her onto the bed in the master bedroom and made love to her in a wild manner. He was as horny as afraid of her; she had him under total control, and he got really excited by that thought. She was really the woman he had been searching for during all these years... The only exception being Debby, his great first wife who should never have died. She really was a sweet angel and tailored-made for Jean. But Kathrin had something more than her. He lost himself in her, and after giving her a hell of a fuck since he had become emotional and wild, he started crying in her arms.


- What is it, baby darling?


- I want you to punish me for betraying my wife, I am a fucking asshole!


- You didn't betray your wife since you've just made love to her!


- Come on Kathrin, let's be serious!


- You are not either. Let's have a nice lunch, there is some visit for you.


They went to the aft part of the main deck and welcomed Maria, Joséphine and Marina on board. It was a tough moment for Jean. Kathrin knew precisely what she was doing, playing with his sentimental side in the hope to have him change his mind. She wasn't pleased with Sergio but under no circumstances, she could or would admit it. Kathrin really liked Jean best amongst the guys she was meeting, and sometimes, she regretted being such a slut and nympho, unable to give the man she loved most what he needed: a lovely faithful wife spending her time with him. No, she needed those escapes and the travelling to luxurious hotels, always seeking after the extraordinary one-night-stand. But deep inside herself, she loved Jean more than she could wish. For her, it was a constant fight between her soft emotional side and her crazy sexual phantasies. Despite being such a fantastic woman, Kathrin was profoundly insecure and needed constant challenges to prove herself what she was worth. How could someone have believed such a thing, in her dominant position with her attractive look?


Jean greeted the visitors and Marina came running towards him and held him tight in her arms. Joséphine was more distant, not thankful for the fantastic support Jean was providing for their comfort. Kathrin asked for a chilled bottle of Chardonnay for the adults and fresh orange juice for the young girls.


The luncheon that followed was an agreeable moment. Jean nearly felt like blowing away his relationship with Alena and go back to Kathrin, but by pure intuition, he knew he would regret it for the rest of his life.


In the afternoon, Jean got a call from his S/Y Perseus^3 crew: they were going to sea for some trials and adjustments, in preparation for the Loro Piana race coming up very soon. Jean followed the event via direct transmission of the onboard cameras.


After three great hours at sea, S/Y Perseus^3 returned to the Leverick marina of Oil Nut Bay and got further prepared for the racing event. Jean went for the bathroom and tried to call Alena at least three times. He remained without any answer or reply to his messages.


Two couples came to visit Kathrin, some of her good friends in Zürich, and she introduced Jean as her ex, and hopefully, future husband. Jean played the game and behaved as if he was officially together with Kathrin. Somehow, it felt delicious to be back in her world, they were so close to each other, having known each other for such a long time... But the reality wasn't there with her on this superyacht, it was to be with Alena, on his megayacht.


The sunset party and shared dinner was a rather lovely moment with good laughs and a little too much alcohol. Jean got almost drunk and called his crew to let them know, he wouldn't sleep on his yacht. By the time Kathrin's friends left, Jean had made himself throw up discreetly to get rid of the alcohol. He remained on drinking water for the rest of the evening until Kathrin nicely pulled him to the master bedroom for the night.


Kathrin got changed for ultra-sexy black silk underwear but wore black stiletto shoes with a red sole. Jean lost himself inside her cunt and made love twice to her, being aroused by her wild sex life and hoping to give her the best shag she could wish for. The second time, they changed position four times, and he lasted twenty minutes, giving her three nice orgasms. He fell asleep in her arms, with his head on her ample bosom.


When Jean woke up, Kathrin was laying next to him with her eyes wide open. She hadn't slept well at all. Jean turned over towards her and got a firm erection by feeling her big fake breasts. He played with her body, but she wasn't in the mood for a penetration:


- Wank your dick between my tits, and let me suck your dick just before you come!


- Luxury treatment...


She rubbed his dick by pressing her breasts against each other, and he came within no time. This behaviour of hers reminded him of a mixture between a mother and a hooker. He could hardly maintain it, and she sucked him like a pro. She really was a hot-shot in bed...


But after he was done, she kept the sperm in her mouth and french-kissed him until the sperm was diluted in both mouths. Gosh oh mighty...


After a shared shower, Kathrin wore a white miniskirt and a pink sweatshirt, tight enough to have Jean continually staring at her voluminous bosom. She also had a golden belt squeezing her waist. Incredibly sexy, nearly too much, she almost looked like a prostitute, but like Alena, she still had style and class, even when playing the game of fatal sexual attraction.


After a delightful brunch shared with her mother, Maria, and the two girls, Kathrin asked Jean to share a private conversation, she really hadn't slept much through the night and seemed not in the best mood:


- Concerning our discussion of last night, I need to clarify a few points with you.


- Gosh, you sound so serious... Is it bad?


- That will depend on you...


- Then I am listening.


- If your relationship with Alena goes down the drain, then please, don't go back to Xenia, whatever pressure you may get by the First Circle.


- Yet, she's Vladimir's niece, there is no pressure at all...


- Are you afraid?


- I am not keen on these threats.


- I love you, we had to separate for the sake of Mirabella, but now, I want to be your best friend forever.


- Me too, my darling.


- Stop it, last night, you've mentioned Alena’s name several times while you were dreaming, I think you really love her.


- Did I?


- Since I wasn't really sleeping, I've heard it all.


- Sorry.


- If you go back to Xenia, I will destroy you. I don't care about what we've built up together. You will lose half of your fortune. And paedophilia to cap it all. I can guarantee it to you.


- Isn’t it slightly exaggerated?


- No, since I am hundred per cent convinced that your Russian hookers are playing with you, and that you will regret it one day. I am dealing with quite a few of them for UBS and most are unscrupulous, shameless liars and fucking crooks.


- I am not convinced, some of them are exceptional people.


- Whatever. Have a quick read of this article...


Kathrin handed over an article to Jean with the title "Sanctions impact Russian business aviation": with the fall from 111 billionaires to 88 in one year, the Russian Central Bank reporting 154 billion $ transferred out of Russia in 2014 and already 32.6 billion $ in the first quarter of 2015. The next concern was the sanctions imposed by the US government in case of a business with SDN, Specially Designated Nationals in Ukraine and the so-called sectoral sanctions. Then there was an example of Mr Timchenko's Gulfstream G650 grounded for several months, Gulfstream having refused to perform maintenance due to the sanctions. The confidentiality was also a factor of concern with 565 Russian owned aircraft of which 101 were registered at the Isle of Man, 71 in Austria and at the third place only, Russia itself with 70 aircraft.1


- Yes, and why do you show me this?


- Are you sure that Alena doesn't have a husband who is using her and her wonderful looks to charm you and use your structures to do massive capital flight out of Russia?


- How can you accuse her like this? Any proof?


- Not yet, but it will come, believe me.


- I hope to never see that day in my life!


- Don’t be silly, get a divorce, it is easy after such a short time and a Seychelles wedding. You haven’t gone to the town hall in Monaco yet, have you?


- Not yet. No way I want a divorce, I don't believe this shit!


- I can guarantee you that one day, First Circle will ask you to establish an ownership structure for Russian aircraft owners, and they will use your excellent relationship with Dassault and General Dynamics to guarantee full maintenance.


- In a way, it is quite interesting to chat with you and to be with you: a powerful, sexy banker who is a Goddess in bed and my ex-wife...


- I like to make love with one of the most handsome and nicest billionaires in the world. You are far from being an asshole, and you deserve a lovely wife.


- Why am I so successful with everything in life, but with women, I just can't be with the one I need?


- You are striving for perfection. You would like me with the body of Alena, but that just isn't possible.


- Doesn’t need to be. I am married to her now, and she will come back to me, I know it.


- Whatever, but be careful. I want you to give me usufruct and right of use for Villa Viscaya, the Seaford villa and the penthouse at 21 Princesse Grâce per official agreement. One day, you will thank me for having saved some real estate from your Russian clan!


- Fine, let me sign the papers, I own enough stuff and can lose some of it, but for the time being, I want full use of the penthouse in Monte Carlo, it belongs to you, but I use it until further notice.


- As long as I work for UBS in Zürich, fine. But when I decide to quit, you get out of there if you are not my life partner!


- Deal. But didn't you say it was over with UBS?


- A deal we have. It will be completely over by the shareholder meeting. And to let you know, since you've taken delivery of your beautiful megayacht with Alena, I intend to exchange M/Y 11/11 again for M/Y Illusions V. I can't live on this unit, even though it truly is a magnificent yacht.


- You do whatever you wish, but please, try to keep the nice part of the crew, they deserve it.


- I will do my best. You take care of the operational costs, you have enough money to throw out of the window.


- Fine, I will pay for the extras, all of them, including fuel.


- Thank you, and if you should find out that Alena is betraying you, come visit me once in a while, I want to be your favourite mistress, and I will always spoil you like no other woman!


- Kathrin, please, I am getting excited again, you know it is impossible to resist you. Let's move on.


- Alright, then. One more point I need to talk about with you...


- Which is?


- Marina…


- What about her?


- The authorities have categorically refused you to adopt her.


- I was expecting that kind of outcome; I wasn't there for her, yet she likes me so much, I should give her more of my time...


- It is too late, now. But please make sure she's got all she needs, especially financially.


- Money doesn't replace a heart!


- Don’t tell this to a banker...


- Still!


- Well, she's officially adopted by me, through my mother. We just couldn't count on you!


- Who did give the order to have my entire Californian car collection, including your nice white Porsche, exploding?


- I am sometimes crazy, I must admit. But on this one, I would aim at Leanna…


- Kathrin, thank you for being honest, at least once since we've met.


- It is not my best side, I must admit.


- One can only improve, we've never finished working on ourselves, as long as we live...


- Such a philosopher yet a billionaire, I have a hard time believing what I see...


That was nice, after all, the mood for the day became better, and Jean left them at the beginning of the afternoon. He told Marina to come to visit him anytime she wished and apologised one more time for not having been able to take good care of her, to obtain from the authorities the right to adopt her.


Jean took his F12 and drove to the Davidoff boutique by the Métropole shopping mall. He needed a little wandering around. Entering the tobacco shop, he saw an ultra sexy blond wearing tight blue jeans revealing a perfect ass, together with black leather boots and a black leather jacket. She turned around:


- Well, look who’s here! Good to see you again, Jean.


- Likewise, Liza. Sexy outfit you wear.


- I’m riding on my bike.


- Which is?


- Ducati Panigale.


- I like you more and more!


- Thanks. Do you have time for a drink?


- Sure. My wife is in Moscow.


- Well, what about the Crystal Bar so we can smoke?


- I’m in.


- Let’s go when you’re done.


Jean took some Montecristo Open Eagle and Hoyo Epicure. He followed Liza with his F12. What a sexy biker in front of him! The Hermitage had no problems letting her in when they saw her without her helmet. Jean was also the perfect laisser-passer. They asked for two glasses of Dom Pérignon and a selection of nuts.


- Well, this is quite unexpected. Good to see you around here, Liza.


- Likewise, Jean.


- Are you staying in a hotel?


- No, my parents have a luxurious apartment at the Roccabella.


- Great stuff over there. And a fabulous Japanese restaurant.


- Yes, the MayaBay knows us well.


- Where are your parents?


- At the apartment. Enjoying a relaxing weekend.


- And what do you do for a living?


- Nothing. Enjoying life.


- And, if I may ask, what is the source of money?


- I won the Euromillions. Big time. I can live the rest of my life without working.


- Fantastic. You’re lucky.


- Except for my boyfriend who is married to Alena.


- Jeepers! This is a tricky situation.


- It is, indeed. First, I wanted to take revenge from her.


- And then?


- Working on myself, I realised that this is a coward and weak procedure. Now, I forgive her.


- So what are we facing?


- I believe that we could be very happy together. Alena is a gorgeous woman with lots of style and class. But she is a doll and is making a considerable effort to follow you.


- Yes, it’s already seemed to me that she wasn’t her true self.


- Well, Jean, I hope we will meet again soon. I’ve got to go, I am meeting with one of my best friends.


- Alright. That was a very unexpected moment which I have enjoyed. Thank you, Liza.


- Same here. It’s been a constructive discussion. I hope, you will believe me. Don’t get blinded by love. Open your eyes…


They kissed goodbye on the cheeks. Liza's perfume also was refreshing, as her smile and behaviour.


When Jean was back on his megayacht, he felt very lonely after having spent intensive hours with Kathrin and Liza. There were still no signs of Alena, no email, SMS or anything else. But he kept on believing in her. His i-Tauri 88 rang. Unfortunately, or maybe by luck, it wasn't Alena but Liza:


- Jean, can I see you before I go on holiday?


- When would you like?


- Are you available this afternoon?


- Basically, yes.


- Where are you staying?


- I merely live on my megayacht, M/Y Quattroelle.


- May I come on board?


- I’ll wait for you, Liza.


- Thank you, darling.


Jean called Paul, his private detective, before Liza got there and felt weird when he heard the result:


- Jean, I have some bad news around Moscow, and my source is trustworthy: Alena is still married.


- Shitty news, Paul, but I thank you. Keep digging around Moscow, please.


- Certainly.


Jean was so disappointed that he enjoyed being alone for a while and lit up a good cigar, drinking a strong Mojito, and he listened to electronic lounge music, the album "Between Two points" by Zymosis then "Propulsion" by Tripswitch.


Liza arrived wearing a black leather outfit with tight trousers and the same biker jacket, with a green tank top underneath. Her blond hair was floating open over her shoulders, and she wore light makeup. Liza had something which fascinated Jean, but he mastered his fantasies and behaved like a nice gentleman. She smoked two cigarettes, making sure she would lean forward when Jean was looking at her, sitting by her side, which gave him an impressive side view of her breasts. He got an erection and imagined making love to her. Feeling his attraction to her, she got up and sat astride on him. She opened further the zipper of her leather jacket and leant towards Jean who was getting crazy. He fancied her so much, but after a few minutes of hot sexual foreplay, he kindly asked her to pull back.


- Are you gay or what? No sane man could resist this...


- Liza, I am married, and I love my new wife. I just can't see myself making love to you, even though you are incredibly sexy and attractive…


- You let me visit you on this megayacht, you get an erection when I am near you, and you tell me that you love your wife?


- How can I resist a sexy woman like you?


- You can’t. Come on, Jean, enjoy the ride with me. Just today…


- Liza, please, not today…


- She’s lucky.


Liza pulled up the zipper of her jacket and went back to her seat.


- Can I show you my complete portfolio?


- Please, do so.


She opened it and really, Jean was surprised by how many different looks she could adopt. Sometimes, he had a hard time admitting that it was always the same person. Blond, brown, black hair, occasionally green, blue or grey eyes and very sexy clothes. With her black hair, she resembled Alena on some pictures. He got the intuition that this hot chick could probably be a lovely life partner and most probably faithful, yet she didn't have the style and class Alena had.


- I must be back in London for tomorrow morning.


- Yes, and what would you like?


- If only you could spend a romantic night with me, I could fly home tomorrow morning...


- You can stay here, but you will sleep in your own room then.


- Initially good enough. I would love it.


The rest of the day, Liza behaved more appropriately, and she enjoyed a Thai massage. Jean knew it, and he went to his office, closing all doors. He masturbated watching the hands of the sexy masseuse slowly but firmly moving over Liza's body. She was slim, and Jean liked her facial expression and her long blond hair with her blue-grey eyes.


For dinner, Liza wished to drive to a fancy restaurant, and she proposed the Mirazur in Menton. Jean didn't feel like driving to Nice.


Liza wore a black gown with small white flowers stitched on, and transparent, black long sleeves. Black stiletto pumps. She was as sexy as classy and ravishing.


Once they got there with the Ferrari F12 Berlinetta, both were surprised by the quality of the service and the food. After a seafood starter, Liza chose "Calamaretti de nos pêcheurs" while Jean took the "Loup oseille et jus fumé". Made Chevalier by president François Mitterand and consecrated Grand Chef Relais & Châteaux, Chef Mauro Colagreco came to meet Liza and Jean, thanking him for finally visiting him and in such good company. Jean had done a little research on him beforehand, and Liza could be proud to be enjoying dinner in such a fancy place, by reputation the 11th best restaurant in the world and apparently the number one in France! Entirely unexpected, since most people would expect to find it in Monte-Carlo or Paris. But Menton and Èze had their fabulous secrets.


- Tell me about your family, please.


- Dad is BMW Russia president. Mom is retired and was Putin's private doctor.


- Impressive. Any siblings?


- My brother, Youri, Air Force Major, is flying the Su-35!


- Great, we have something in common. Where do they live?


- My parents at Roccabella. An apartment inherited from my uncle, a deceased 3-star General, responsible for Russia's plutonium reserves.


- Not the healthiest business. I’m sorry to hear that.


- Such is life. What about your family?


- My mom died in the SR111 Halifax tragedy. My father passed away a few years ago, dying from generalised bone cancer. No siblings.


- Tough life. But you seem to be fine.


- I am. It’s tougher around Christmas and any other traditional social event.


- Any children?


- Anastasia, my daughter, died in a car explosion in Singapore. Her mother’s boyfriend was conducting some research on a powerful organisation, and he had discovered too much…


- Gosh, that is awful. I’m really sorry to hear that, Jean.


- Yes, it’s been a tough moment. And my son, he also died, but from the SIDS. Remained unexplained.


- Who’s the mother?


- Leanna. And to be honest with you, we are separated, but I believe she’s pregnant with me. Soon four months.


- Then will she fight for you, to have you back in her life?


- Cannot be excluded. Anything is possible with her…


Liza drove back to Port Hercule, perfectly mastering the power of the F12. This woman had it all…


Back on M/Y Quattroelle, they smoked in the Owner Private Lounge.


- What about your life, your expectations?


- What do you mean?


- A stunning young woman like you must be attracting many blokes, and especially when they find out about your financial situation…


- You’re the first one to know. Winning Euromillions happened not long ago. You’ve got way more money than me, and so, I don’t need to worry. I gained 82 million, by-the-way.


- That’s a pretty awesome capital. Congratulations. And I appreciate your trust.


Liza tried one more time to get close to Jean, laying next to him while smoking. He put an arm around her shoulder, and she thought she had won the game, but it remained there. Jean had done enough damage to his conscious with the night spent with Kathrin. Therefore, Jean did very well to behave like a respectful, agreeable guy, yet always setting clear boundaries.


They clarified the situation for the night, and Jean kindly offered her to stay on board rather than going back to Roccabella. She had taken a travel bag anyhow, so he knew that she had been expecting to sleep on board the megayacht. Of course, Jean gave her the Port VIP Suite.


Jean suffered a lot, but he managed to sleep alone, embracing that night a cushion and asking Providence to bring him back his Alena, despite all of the disappointing news.


Why was he so addicted to Alena who was betraying him like Kathrin had always done? His future looked way brighter with the presence of Liza…
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168. Alena returns to Monaco, Loro Piana


Monday 7th of March, Jean would have the sweetest surprise: he had finished a good session of fitness training together with Liza and felt really good in his skin. She had left for her flight back to London, which Jean asked Monacair to cover for her, using one of their EC155 B1 helicopters. Jean had asked his crew to make sure, there would be no signs of Liza anywhere.


After recording the surveillance sequences of the last twelve hours on his database and deleting the onboard recording, Jean went through some files in his office. Another distinct advantage of M/Y Quattroelle was that she was moored to port, alongside the Quai Rainier III, and he could see what was going on along the pier. He noticed a black Mercedes Maybach S600 arriving, and ravishing Alena stepped out! She wore a black minidress with knee-high boots, a triple leather belt and her mink fur coat. Awesome she was, and Jean got goosebumps, he knew that she came back for good. Evgeniya and Pavlov were back as well, thank goodness.


- My love, I am so happy to be back here!


- And me, my dearest, sweetest, sexiest Alena, I nearly went crazy without you! From now on, we sleep every night together, please, my love!


- Your wife couldn't refuse something like this, could she?


- She couldn't, definitely. Thank you so much for coming back.


- Thank you for accepting me like this.


- You are the woman of my life, I just can't explain, it is like magic when I am with you, I feel so good...


- Let me tell you that I share the same feeling.


- The better. Come on, let's have your suitcases in the master bedroom and your dressing. Your belongings you’ve left behind are all there, waiting for you.


- I would hope so!


Once her stuff was neatly organised and stowed away in her dressing, they met in the Owner Private Lounge and opened a bottle of Dom Pérignon. Jean lit up her cigarette and got himself a Montecristo Open Master cigar. Then a very frank discussion took place:


- My love, I know that you have met Kathrin, and I don't care what happened, because you did it to preserve our marriage.


- Yes, sorry to tell you, but I had to keep Kathrin under control, and I have signed papers, so she gets Villa Viscaya, Seaford Villa and the yacht M/Y 11/11 back, which she will exchange for M/Y Illusions V, the yacht she had initially purchased.


- The better, I wanted us to have a new start. This M/Y Quattroelle is ours, and she can gladly keep the properties, we have enough to live on, don't we?


- Absolutely, we do own more than enough. And I don't give up the Caymans, Oil Nut Bay and the penthouses in New York, Miami and London.


- What about 21 Princesse Grâce?


- … That was the only question Jean had feared.


- Darling, answer me!


- I…


- Come on, tell me the truth!


- I have given it back to Kathrin...


- Silly shit! And what about Seaside Plaza?


- Her mother enjoys usufruct while she takes care of Joséphine and Marina.


- Fine for now, but later, this place is ours. I consider this place like your bachelor's pad, and I want to make love with you in there!


- We will, trust me. Soon, we will need to organise our civilian wedding ceremony here in Monaco...


- I prefer to hear this, rather than usufruct bullshit! Yes, let's work on that from tomorrow on, because today, all I want is to enjoy every minute of the day close to you, holding you tight, kissing you, making love with you. Your devoted wife!


- I couldn't ask for more, honestly! Alena, I am so thankful that you came back, I was miserable and compensated with Kathrin, please excuse me...


- You are excused, I know that you must keep her under control, else, she could do a lot of damage to us!


- She could indeed...


- I also spent some time with Liza...


- But you didn't sleep with her. I really appreciate.


- How would you know?


- I just know.


- And what about you in Moscow?


- Went for a nice dinner with my ex-husband, but I made him clear that we are now married and that my life wasn't around Moscow anymore.


- What about Daniel?


- It’s weird. It seems, he still prefers to stay with his father. He thinks, I have betrayed him by marrying you.


- Psychology of children can be challenging. Hopefully, he will join us, one day.


- Thank you, my love. Meanwhile, we’ve agreed that I take him for half the school holidays.


- What about your beautiful apartment?


- I will keep it and go back to Moscow one in a while, with you always. I have organised to have someone looking after my mailbox and cleaning the place once every week.


Jean knew precisely that every single word she pronounced was a lie. Paul had done fantastic work and sent him pictures of Alena was her Russian husband. They lived in her apartment like always before. Nothing had changed.


- Perfect, darling, but if you need to be there more often, we'll go together.


- I appreciate. You are very nice. What about this week, I had Loro Piana on my agenda?


- Still happening, we should be leaving Wednesday morning, unless you want to spend a day by the beach, we can go tomorrow. I have a house there, and it is ready, also my new Sunseeker 155 which I can't wait to discover with you!


- Great stuff, and Could Dasha, her daughter and my mother come along?


- Of course! Anybody you like! There are four bedrooms, and I just need to organise more staff. Let me know as soon as you can.


- Anna and Spartak would undoubtedly love to come as well.


- Call them all, they are welcome.


- Great stuff, let me call them and find out.


Jean's i-Tauri 88 rang: it was Daniela, and she had the expected great news: the new Sunseeker 155 Jean had ordered had arrived at Oil Nut Bay and was ready for the YCCS Virgin Gorda race!


After Alena had received confirmation that all her friends would be visiting, Jean couldn't resist anymore, and he took Alena to the master bedroom, pushing the electronic no disturb sign on the bed table. But unfortunately, she had her period, and so, she took care of her husband in the bathroom leaning against the sink by first rubbing her nice creamed tits against his dick then giving him a fantastic blowjob. She was so beautiful when fully naked that Jean just couldn't get enough from looking at her perfect body curves.


One day before the beginning of the Virgin Gorda Loro Piana sailing race, Alena and her mother, Jean, Dasha, her daughter Milena and Evgeniya flew from Nice to the Terrance B. Lettsome airport with the G650ER on a lovely flight which lasted 8:40 hours. For lunch, they shared a great seafood pasta and for dinner of European time, a luxurious tray of sashimi and sushi. During the approach onto runway 25, Alena spotted the new Sunseeker 155, waiting for them in the Trellis Bay, ready for the transfer to the Oil Nut Bay villa.


With her 155 feet of length and over 30 of beam, she was a quite large unit already. She could accommodate 10 guests with 11 crew. Alena and Jean got introduced to the crew: the captain, from Guadeloupe, his name was Philippe, and he had over thirty years of experience as yacht captain sailing around the Caribbean. He was an expert. Amongst the crew were two young girls, one also from the Caribbean, her name was Olivia, and she was the niece of the captain, very slim and beautiful dark brown long hair on her tanned skin. She was pretty, and Alena tapped Jean's butt when she noticed how he was looking at her. It was gentle, and both smiled. The Chief of Cabin was another chapter: a sexy blonde, American and from Florida, she was almost like Ellie Gonsalves when she had blond hair colour, the same blue eyes, nice tits but not very slim on the upper thighs. Her name was Cynthia, she was hot and knew it, probably having shagged a lot during her ten years of career. Alena got a bit more worried by this one, but her trick in her box would be to seduce her if she tried anything on her husband. The rest of the crew were very friendly and seemed well trained. They hadn't decided for a name yet, and Jean wanted to let Alena choose. The yacht left the mini harbour and brought her guests to the Oil Nut Bay. Captain Philippe took the guests through the amenities of the yacht. Both Jean and Alena were delighted. The soft brown and cream colours combined with modern inside design made it a terrific fine yacht. Alena preferred to sleep on board since this was their new common ownership, and they had taken delivery together. The house was good for the swimming pool, the beach, sumptuous dinners, but they elected to spend the nights on the yacht. Alena preferred to sleep on board since this was their new common ownership, and they had taken delivery together.


What neither Jean nor Alena knew, was that Evgeniya was working directly for Vladimir Putin and for Xenia: she kept them informed about anything important! What a betrayal!


When they arrived at the villa, there was an unexpected surprise awaiting them: there were about ten cars parked in front of the house, all black Range Rovers. Alena immediately knew that this was not a good sign, and she tried to hide her worries, but Jean could feel that she wasn't in her usual state of mind. They entered the house, to find Vladimir Putin with a few bodyguards, and beautiful Xenia wearing tight white leather trousers, a white lace blouse and a grey jumper. She had very little makeup, her hair was open, and she looked fabulous. Vladimir walked straight to Jean and greeted him:


- Jean, we are going to enjoy this race together!


- Vladimir, good to see you in Oil Nut Bay. But why this surprise?


- Jean, we give it all to you. But I have heard some rumours that you will marry Alena in Monaco very soon?


- That is right, Vladimir. On the 26th of March. But we are married already, it happened at the Seychelles


- I am against it! This is not going to happen, believe me!


- Vladimir, come on, what's going on?


- Jean, excuse me, give me a minute...


Vladimir took Alena by the hand and pulled her violently aside:


- Что здесь, чёрт возьми происходит, сучка? 2


- Потому что я не дешевая шлюха.3


- Уведите её, я хочу поговорить только с ним!4


Jean tried a step towards Alena, but two of the massive bodyguards of Vladimir quickly convinced him not to move an inch... Two others took Alena away, and as they were about to walk out of the house, Evgeniya walked back in, jubilating when she saw Alena in such poor posture. She even spat on her shoes as they dragged her by! What the hell was going on?


Evgeniya carried an envelope under her arm, and after greeting Vladimir Putin and Xenia, she dropped it on the table. Xenia thanked her and opened it in front of Jean, revealing pictures of Alena with a man, spotted in different locations around Moscow.


- Jean, this is a tough one, excuse us, but you would never believe us. Take a look for yourself!


- I don't care about her past, I know she has worked as an escort girl together with her best friend, Dasha, but this is the past. Alena is my angel, I love her, and I want to marry her!


Vladimir walked towards him, put an arm around his shoulder:


- Jean, please take a look at this...


Jean took a Russian passport in his hands, it was Alena's, but the real one with married status. Then he saw the documents of her wedding, Xenia translated the sentences for him. There was also a bank statement showing a negative balance of - 250 million $ on an account at the Rossiya Bank, in the name of Alena's husband. The beautiful apartment Alena had shown him belonged to her Russian husband and had been seized. That was the main reason why she had gone back to Moscow over the weekend. Jean had tears in his eyes, he was devastated. Vladimir took the word:


- Jean, believe me, we are not working against you. We know how some things work in Russia, obviously, and I want to spare you from a big deception. Furthermore, First Circle can't have one of their members married to a hooker. However attractive and beautiful she might be, this is a no-go for us.


- I see. Alena is not a hooker, she's an elegant woman with class!


- Jean, when Xenia told me how Alena just took you away, I thought I didn't hear well, but I must admit that Alena is a stunning woman. Nevertheless, her behaviour was totally immoral. She's married to a fucking loser, and you would have taken care of them!


- I was subjugated by her, she fascinated me right away. I have just spent a weekend without her, and it was like a nightmare...


- My beautiful, intelligent and multi-talented niece here is desperately in love with you. She is a top model, she's never acted as a call-girl or whatsoever. I want you to take care of her, to marry her.


- Why do you insist so much?


- Because I wish the best for her, and you are the best possible husband for her. I promised my brother, I would take care of Xenia like she was my own daughter. Now is the time for you to take over. She's a jewel. Two years older than Alena and looks younger, so sweet.


- She’s quite amazing, I must admit.


Xenia came closer to Jean and gently put a hand on his upper arm:


- Evgeniya has reported seeing you looking at my pictures very often, it seemed, you’ve missed me.


- I couldn't say this is wrong. It's the truth that I have been yearning after you, but I just can't let go of Alena, I am sorry, Xenia.


Vladimir had run out of patience:


- This is enough for now. The wedding date is maintained, but for Xenia. If you do anything silly, your CPET bank will write a loss of over five billion dollars, I can guarantee it. The spot market trading is a violent gamble, win big, lose big and within a brief time, so be careful, Jean. We need you within FC. Larry will get back to you.


- Vladimir, you gave Alena and myself your blessing at the last Mustique meeting and asked me to take good care of your wonderful Alena…


- Enough, Jean! We have done some further research and have discovered her fake passport. I then didn't know what I know now! Xenia it is, forever. We will all provide you with our full support, you can count on us. But I don't want to hear anything anymore about Alena!


- Well, then let me be happy with Xenia.


- That is the only sound solution. And by-the-way, M/Y Quattroelle could go back to Dubaï. Much better will come soon, believe me, I will spoil you if you make Xenia happy, she loves you more than you can imagine. And I will take care of your express-wedding in the Seychelles, we have excellent relations with her president.


- Fine, but I will need some time to digest all this. It's not going to happen overnight...


- As long as you stick to the plan and take care of Xenia, everything will be fine. I’m giving you on a golden tray one of the most beautiful, outstanding and sought after Russian ladies, speaking six languages! I am proud of my niece. I will see you at the cocktail party tomorrow. Take care, Jean.


- See you tomorrow, Vladimir.


Vladimir Putin left with Xenia and his delegation. Alena came back into the house, slightly trembling. She realised that Jean had to have a serious discussion with Evgeniya and asked her mother and Dasha to follow her onto the Sunseeker 155 while Evgeniya stayed with Jean. Once things had calmed down, she had a word with him:


- Jean, please excuse my behaviour. I had been mandated to protect you, and I knew Alena from the FSB. Her records aren't very flattering, that's why she recycled herself in fashion and used sugar-daddies to maintain her standard of living. She will use you without feeling guilty at all, believe me. Like she got divorced from her first husband.


- It is a tough call. She is so beautiful and has so much class and style, I just can't get her face out of my eyes...


- I understand, she really is gorgeous and sexy, but believe me, she will use you like a toy, or a wallet. Better be safe than sorry, when one has a fortune like yours.


- Fine, it all makes sense, but I will never give her up. And you, Evgeniya, you can just fuck off. You will never ever work again for me! Get lost!


- Jean, I am here to protect you...


Jean didn't see Alena approaching from the side.


- Evgeniya, I said get lost! You leave this house right now! Understood?


- And what compensation do I get?


- Nothing! You have betrayed me, and Alena!


Evgeniya didn't even unpack her suitcase. She was quick getting away, using a tender from the marina. Alena was jubilating when she saw her walking away.


- Darling, thank you so much!


- You are most welcome, my dear wife.


- I am just going to have a shower. Can I leave you alone?


- Yes, please. I need it right now.


Jean felt some tiredness, but he ordered a very strong Mojito and lit up a Zino Platinum Crown Series Barrel cigar. Alena pulled him out of his thinking, wearing a tight white mini cocktail dress with deep front v-cut and nude back, with black stiletto shoes. With her open hair, she was as ravishing as attractive and so sweet at the same time.


- May I disturb your thinking?


- Please, darling, join me.


- Can I play some music?


- If you fancy it...


Alena synced her iPhone 6S with the in-house stereo HiFi installation, chose only the speakers by the pool and played "I Want You" Full Vocal Club Mix Radio Edit by Neo Cortex, a song from 2006. When Jean listened to the lyrics, he got wet eyes. Alena was so sweet and beautiful, it made him crazy.


Then she changed the music style completely and played "Fine tunes del mar" by Chillwalker. She stood behind Jean and gave him a fantastic neck massage, giving him also an erection.


- Jean my love, just let go, love me as much as you can, and I promise, I will be the best wife you could have dreamed of.


- Alena, you are so wonderful, so beautiful, so sweet, you look so classy with style and yet so hot...


- Enjoy it as much as you can. I will be your wife like it was intended at the last First Circle meeting!


- Yes, it was planned, and it has happened.


- Let go, enjoy the ride. Let me make you happier than any other woman. Let go, relax, I will take care of you, my baby. I love you!


- I love you like crazy, Alena, it is almost sick...


- You can't possibly love someone too much. Are you ready for a light dinner?


- Let’s go then.


Alena, Jean, and their guests asked to be served right there around the pool and outside since the temperature was so pleasant. After the delicious dinner with grilled seafood, Alena and Jean had to go to bed; they thanked the staff and went on board the Sunseeker 155 where they just crushed in, to wake up the next morning, initially lost when they saw the beautiful yacht.


Wednesday 9th of March, during a relaxed breakfast at the house, Alena reported hearing him several times during the night mentioning her name in his dreams. She was delighted when he told her about his visions which all were positive events.


After breakfast, Alena and Jean went for the registration of S/Y Perseus^3 and meeting with the crew. They also had received the special invitation for the owner's lunch at the Oil Nut Bay Beach Club.


When they sat down at their assigned table, shared with Gianfranco and Milena, and others Jean didn't know, he spotted Xenia sitting a few tables away, together with Vladimir Putin and Alina Kabaeva, but also his close friend Iouri Kovaltchouk, director of the bank Rossiya! Jean tried to be master of his emotions, but he wasn't thrilled. Luckily, he wore sunglasses and excused himself to go for the bathroom. Xenia followed him discreetly, a bit later on. They shared a quick discussion:


- Jean, I am sorry for yesterday...


- How on mother Earth could you be sorry when you organised the whole mess?


- I love you, I just can't stop loving you, please come back to me!


- Xenia, I like you very much, but I just can’t do more. I love Alena, and she's my wife. I need to go back.


- I want one more great shag from you, the very last one, the forbidden one, I want to be your baby girl one more time!


Jean started having an erection...


- Your dick is begging for me, I can see it. The only fake part on me are my lips, all the rest is natural. Your wonder doll Alena is all fake, everything is remodelled on her!


- I don't care, I love every square inch of her body.


- Check out on Jennifer Rush, remember that singer?


- Yes, she sang "The Power of Love"...


- Exactly. Check her out nowadays: this is what Alena will look like when she's forty. She's full of Botox.


- Xenia, this discussion is ridiculous, and your lips are full of Botox as well. Let me go now!


When Jean came back to the table, Alena wondered why he had been gone so long, and whether he had felt sick, but he replied that he was fine. The luncheon was an agreeable moment, but Gianfranco noticed that Jean wasn't 100 per cent himself. He knew that something was cooking.


The list of participating yacht had been finalised and had following yachts registered:


Atalante, 38.8m, Claasen; Bella Ragazza, 42m, Vitters; Blues, 30m, Southern Wind; Clan VIII, 45m, Perini Navi; Elfje, 46m, Royal Huisman; Freya, 27.6m, Nautor Swan; Ganesha, 46m, Vitters; Hetairos, 66.7m, Baltic; Inoui, 33m, Vitters; La Bete, 27.4m, McConaghy Boats; Maegan, 24.1, Oyster; Nilaya, 34m, Baltic; Ohana, 49.7m, Fitzroy; P2, 38m, Perini Navi; Pandemonium, 25m, Oyster; Jean's yacht Perseus^3, 58.6m, Perini Navi; Samurai, 42.3m, Elliott Marine; Seahawk, 59m, Perini Navi; Unfurled, 46m, Vitters and finally, Windfall, 28.6m, Southern Wind Shipyard.


During the afternoon, Xenia went to the yacht her uncle was racing, under the name of his friend Kovaltchouk: the 59-metre Perini Navi ketch S/Y Seahawk! Jean managed to join his crew on S/Y Perseus^3 as she was doing optional practising.


At 16:00, there was the Skipper's briefing and ORC Q&A session. Jean couldn't attend, so he waited with Alena for the Captain's briefing for Rendez-vous and Spectator Yachts to know who would be attending. A tender brought them back to their Oil Nut Bay Seashell Villa.


For the cocktail party, Alena was more beautiful than Xenia, wearing a tight blue dress with some transparent spots, but very classy and in style. Sexy with discretion, moulding and emphasising her amazing body curves. Jean got an erection by looking at her. He just couldn't be without her, it was pure obsession…


Again, a tender came to their villa to transfer them to the YCCS Virgin Gorda Yacht Club. Once there, Jean immediately came across Xenia wearing an amazing white outfit with wide loose trousers and tight top with long sleeves and collar. She had chosen black stiletto shoes and appropriate makeup. She was very, very pretty and attractive, and her wonderful bright blue eyes were full of expression. Xenia came towards them and informed Jean that her uncle would make a special announcement, totally ignoring Alena. Jean got nervous, thinking Vladimir could possibly announce something stupid between Xenia and Jean.


Vladimir Putin thanked all the teams and the organisation committee for allowing extra security measures, and he hoped that the racing and party mood wouldn't be altered. The music continued after a warm applause with the live group Living room, playing their latest release "Liquid House Club". Jean wondered what Xenia had meant by a special announcement, and he found a quiet corner in a lounge corner to sit down and smoke a cigar smoke with Gianfranco, where other cigar smokers were already sat.


- My dear friend, Jean, tell me, I know you so well, how can I help?


- Gianfranco, I have known you for years and I trust you as much as I like you.


- Same here! Please, if I can, let me help you.


- Gianfranco, my problem is that Putin wants me to marry Xenia, but as we speak, I am still married to Alena whom I love more than any other woman before. She's THE woman of my life, I just can't be without her... That's my problem!


- I see, gosh, I really wish you to spend the rest of your days with the woman you really love. Can't you cancel the wedding with Xenia?


- You know Putin. I am obliged to take care of Xenia and lose myself.


- Xenia seems to be a very nice and sweet girl, why don't you try it?


- Try it? We have spent some time together, already.


- And?


- She’s very busy with her world of fashion and all the media, whereas Alena is available. All we wish is to spend every day and night together.


- I see. Quite a dilemma. Alena is a stunning woman, and Xenia is smart, sweet and sexy... Not easy. All I could say is follow your heart, not your rational thinking...


- That’s what I intend to do. Thanks for the pleasant discussion, Gianfranco, I needed to talk to a close friend.


- You can come to Viareggio anytime, you know it, and the door at our house will always be open for you!


- And likewise for you, my friend. Anytime in Monaco, I have enough places to receive you and your wife...


Gianfranco changed his face, Jean initially thought that Xenia was nearby, but luckily, it was wonderful Alena. She greeted Gianfranco and asked to join them for a smoke. She had her favourite Davidoff Millenium Blend Lancero which Jean gladly lit up. Three other cigar smokers joined the group, and Jean asked Alena to sit down next to him, then he gave her a kiss, but Xenia had also arrived and stood behind them:


- Hello, cigar smokers! Darling, I want to go back home, we need to catch up with something...


- Xenia!


- Yes, my love?


Xenia had drunk a little too much and was not really herself anymore.


- Xenia, please stop this silly conversation! I am not with you...
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